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a. 



O golden bite is mine to play^ 
Nor lyre with music swellings 
For bites^ alas^ have had their day^ 
And lyres whose spell a world could sway 
Now d^fer in their spelling. 

The Sacred Nine the Poet woos; 

ril not deride his Jblfy, 
But one from out the many choose 
And hisses blow Thalia^ whds 

Less sacred^ but more jolly. 

For life has little loch of sighs— 

Who hnows what follows after^^ 
Old Time with heen^dged sichk fUes^ 
And he who would be truly wise 
Will speed the rogue with laughter. 

And so thff Reason stare dismayed^ 

And Wisdom stand reviling^ 
My song will amply be repaid 
If thus with cap and bells arrayed 

I set one heart a-^miUng. 
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Ah Moore s Little "Jmour." 

(a CHINESE ROMANCE.) 

^N the slums of the city Ah Moore's humble dwelling 
® From Hindley Street West can be seen at a glance, 
With its landmarks — two ditches — wide, deep, and high- 
smelling, 
YouTl allow scarcely likely to breed a romance. 
On one hand there rises the wall of a stable, 

A rubbish-box stands a few yards from the door, 
And amid sounds resembling a second-hand Babel, 
Dwelt this fragment of China I've mentioned before. 

Which his birth it was noble, and lengthy his pigtail, 

And washing his sweet avocation in life ; 
Yet his heart it was heavy, and oft o'er his big pail 

Oriental emotions within him were rife. 
For sweet Bridget Maloney he felt a strange passion, 

That twisted his heart in a true lover's knot. 
While his comical features were screwed in the fashion 

Of an innocent babe with a pin in its cot. 
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2 ^h Moore's Little " Amour. ^^ 

Now Miss Bridget Maloney— by birth an Italian — 

Descended, she swore, from an old kingly race 
(From her neck hung the proof, a bright copper medallion), 

Elevated her nose in Ah Moore's simple face. 
" Och, sure, is it mesilf, thin, ye bastely old haythen, 

Ye'd be after makin' yer own lawful bride ? 
Phew ! B^orra, yell find there's the divil to pay, then-" 

"Lovely Blidget, sweet girlee," Ah Moore softly cried. 

If love's language be golden, as poets oft tell us. 

Then Cupid and Company's dealings are strange, 
And Ah Moore for his gold, truth and honour compel us 

To say, had been fixed up with counterfeit change. 
For each week as he came with his washing behind him. 

Like a statue of grief wrought in dull yellow clay, 
He'd exclaim to his ''Blidget" — ^for love could not blind 
him — 

" No likee? — all lightee — ^me callee nex* day." 

Now, Miss Bridget, sweet creature, was young — well, say 
forty — 

And her fierce auburn hair gleamed like rust-stricken hay. 
While her birth being noble, her bearing was haughty 

(She weighed twenty stone at the least, by the way). 
And her master, a fat, ugly, gouty old sinner, 

With a face like a bloater disgusted with life. 
Soliloquised thus— "Bridget cooks a good dinner, 

May I ne'er sup again, but I'll make her my wife." 
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Ah Moore^s Little ^' Amour.'* 

And the old boy had money : like a doctor's prescription^ 

The medicine was horrid, but the coating no sham, 
And Bridget knew well from her lover's description 

When she'd bolted the pill she could collar the jam. 
And she knew where the heart of her master was lying, 

And she called all the arts of her sex to her aid ; 
She stirred not his fancy by ogling or sighing, 

But she tickled his love with the dishes she made. 



But at length the old boy growing daily less civil — 

For it struck him this new rib might spoil the old joint- 
Bridget said to herself, ''There's that haythenish divil, 

'' Bedad, thin, he'll bring the ould man to the point." 
When a woman's mind's fixed, sure, there's nothing can 
hold her, 

And the old "geezer" saw the next day with affright 
Bridget's left hand embracing the Chinaman's shoulder — 

She was carefully holding her nose with the right. 

But the old boy said nothing ; as calm as a bottle 

Of wire-capped soda whose cork isn't drawn, 
He turned on his heel, although yearning to throttle 

That jaundiced-hued Myles and his sweet Colleen Bawn. 
And he heard with a grin that was fiendish and creepy 

Ah Moore's parting words as he whispered ** Goo'-bye, 
Roomee top side of house, pletty soon old man sleepee^ 

Allee same fetchee laddah, him climb welly high." 
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Now Miss Bridget perceiving Moore's love had grown faster 

Than even her amorous nature could stand, 
Had directed his gaze to the room of her master, 

And thought that a movement strat^c she'd planned; 
But methinks her young heart would have been in a flutter 

Had she seen later on in that room overhead 
A blunderbuss fixed up with wire to the shutter. 

And a "gallus-jawed dawg" lying under the bed. 

The sun sank in glory, and night's mantle of sable 

Was gracefully draped o'er the earth's peaceful breast, 
When a form issued forth from the house near the stab]^ 

With a smile in whose bosom his features found rest. 
That the ladder he carried was heavy 'tis certain, 

But trudging on gaily his load becomes light 
He at length views her house. Ah ! a form at the curtain— 

There's a total eclipse of his head at the sight 

See, he climbs slowly up, through the shutter he's prying. 

Flash ! bang ! ! And Ah Moore takes a header below, 
There's a yell up aloft — through the window comes flying 

A podgy old man with a bulldog in tow. 
Then a pigtail curls round like the locks oft fury 

From the midst of a heap which confusedly swells, 
And to say which was which would have puzzled a jury. 

In that mixture of curses, of dogbites and yells. 
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Jih Moore's Little ^* Amour.'* 

There are three litde graves, far away from the city, 

Where sounds of its pulse ever throbbing ne'er reach, 
And a woman sits there, in her face holy pity. 

There's a bit of her master, Moore, bulldog in each. 
She mourns for her master, and daily devotion, 

For fear she should miss him, she pays at each mound, 
And exclaims in a voice almost choked with emotion — 

" Och ! its throuble there'll be whin the last thrump 
shall sound." 
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Ode to Springs 



fOME, gentle spring 
(That* 8 Thompson's, I declare. 
I know if s mine, but Thompson said it first). 
Spring hangs her infant blossoms on the air 
(No, that won't do, that's Cowper at his worst 
Lef s try again.) 

Companions of the spring 

(It seems to me I've heard that phrase before; 
Yes, Logan, bless him, said the self-same thing — 
I might have known it 

WeU, let's try once more.) 

Here female beauty, hand in hand with spring, 
(Burns's " Brigs of Ayr." Oh I what a horrid sell. 
It's got a sort of Caledonian ring ; 
I've read it often ; know it very well.) 
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Qde to Spring. j 

Here spring comes slowly up this way 

(At last 
I've made a start. Eh ! what is that you say ? 
From "Christabel?" My muse is fleeting fast. 
One more attempt No interruptions, pray.) 

Here lusty spring all dight in leave s 

I'm done. 
This fearful task my lyric fancy beats. 
That line is Spenser's. Go as I've hegon. 
Ill copy Byron, coincide with Keats, 
And yet I briefly want to make it dear 
That spring, the common garden spring, is here* 
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SPRINGTIME from her floral bower 
With reluctant feet hath fled, 
Leaving as a parting dower 

All the beauty she hath shed. 
While her dainty flowing tresses, 

Summer, in his mad desire 
Like an ardent lover presses 
To his burning lips of fire. 



But the coy and blushing maiden 

Urges onward in her flight, 
Thro' the gullies, perfume laden, 

Up the leafy woodland height, 
Where the wattle's golden glory 

Forms an oriflamme above, 
And the sheaoak, old and hoary. 

Murmurs parting words of love. 
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Over ranges crowned with heather, 

Babbling creeks, and spreading plain, 
Where the lowing herds together 

Chant their quaint thanksgiving strain. 
On she flies, her bright robes trailing, 

Where the fields, once waving green, 
Promise rich are lightly veiling 

In a mystic golden sheen. 



Close behind, her lover follows — 

Burning cheeks and eyes aflame — 
Scrambling o'er the rocky hollows. 

While the hills repeat her name, 
In his wake the flowers are drooping 

'Neath his hot relentless tread. 
And the forest elves are stooping 

O'er the dying and the dead. 



Silent is the joyous prattle 

Of the creek within the glade. 
And the weary, moaning cattle 

Seek in vain a welcome shade. 
Spring has vanished, girt with roses, 

Summer reigns o'er earth and sky, 
And in regal splendor poses 

With his flaming torch on high. 
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[LD Winter's, like a politician, lying; 
Unlike the art political, she's dumb; 
Life's fitful flame is flickering and dying. 

The agbd limbs are growing cold and numb; 
Those hands that sped the tempest's ruthless furies 

Are feeble now; the heavy head, laid low. 
Is full of vagueness, like a special jury's ; 

The beating pulse, like railway time, is slow. 



Perchance in death her wayward fancy lingers 

About the milestone now long journeyed past, 
When, with fierce pride, her outstretched virile fingers 

Unlocked the lightning and unloosed the blast; 
When, with youth's fickleness, at night she painted 

Clouds leaden hue and skies an ashen grey — 
Mom's rosy blush efiaced them all, and fainted 

Prophets whose forecasts all had gone astray. 

10 
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Still wingbd thought, her backward flight renewing, 

Sees through the veil that hides Time's deep abyss, 
The parching earth, a lover, come a-suing 

And smile responsive to her dewy kiss ; 
See Nature's face with ardent longing flaming. 

As when a toper eyes the foaming pot; 
Hears, like to his, a drouthy voice exclaiming — 

"Sure ifs a fine and healthy thirst I've got." 



The end is near— Death's claims are not elective — 

The hot usurper eyes the vacant throne 
As commoners a title in prospective, 

Or candidates a legislative bone. 
Farewell, old Winter, tho' it be for ever, 

While hot winds blow, and trees afford no shade. 
Thy memory forgotten shall be never 

Where cooling drinks and ices are purveyed. 
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The Love Philter. 



?ER figure was gothic — ^her delicate nose, 

Neither Roman, nor Grecian, exceedingly flat, 
Her cheeks caught their hue from the bloom of the rose, 

But the roses were yellow, and faded at that ; 
Her eyes were a school, in which pupils enraged 

Glared wildly across at each other — ^young cubs ! 
Her hair in an old-fashioned netting was caged, 
And her name— oh, my gracious — Evangeline Stubbs ! 



Her fortune, if judged by her face, then was small, 

And time to her charms, growing daily more cold, 
On Nature's best gift soon established a call 

By changing to silver her hairs gleaming gold. 
But time could not vanquish this passionate Eve, 

Her heart was as young as a newly-fledged dove ; 
And now for the fifty-fifth time, I believe, 

She was hopelessly, helplessly, madly in love. 
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The Love Philter 13 

Just over the way from this maiden's abode 

Lived the man she adored, yet she deemed it unwise 
To show her affection, except by the code 

Recommended by Ovid— of blushes and sighs. 
She blushed with a blush that was vivid and bright, 

And the size of her sighs showed most excellent taste — 
The blushes, of course, were laid on over night. 

And sighing comes easy — when one's tightly laced. 



Now Evangeline's choice was a worthy old boy. 

Whom irreverent youths called "a jolly old card," 
Fat, roguish, and jocular, knowing, yet coy. 

With a head-piece as bald as a bladder of lard ; 
A widower, childless — this tells his sad tale, 

And, indeed, he had often been heard to declare 
While drinking with glee his matutinal ale, 

He had buried two wives, who had left him no hair. 



Despite of his girth the old fellow was spry. 

And Evangeline's arrows of love failed to score, 
For Jonathan Spraggs, with a wink of his eye, 

Seemed to intimate freely he'd been there before ; 
But love that's been bottled for forty-four years 

For a jolly old widower's more than enough : 
And a heart that is wounded with fifty-five sears 

Isn't going to droop at the first slight rebuff. 
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No, no, for this would-be enslaver knew well 

There are tactics in love, just the same as in war ; 
If everything failed — well, she knew of a spell 

That would act like a poultice — in fact, it would draw. 
She'd studied with care heaps of mystical lore, 

She'd dabbled in science, with the horoscope played, 
Her room contained phials and drugs by the score. 

And she'd learnt how the ancients their love-philters made. 



One night in her room from the uppermost shelf, 

Taking down a black phial her task to begin ; 
She opened it, then tried the liquid herself— 

The label was Latin, the odor was gin. 
Unwearied she toiled till the faint blush of mom 

In its rose-colours flooded the gates of the skies, 
And the stars who'd been rollicking skipp'd off forlorn, 

As the day slowly opened its sleep-laden eyes. 



Three nights in succession, her lamp burning dim, 

Poor Evangeline toiled as relentless as £ate ; 
Her thoughts thro' the long weary hours were of him, 

And she warbled a song that is now out of date — 
"Sleep, Jonathan, sleep, I am watching o'er thee. 

While the night winds blow soft on my feverish brow, 
They bear on their bosoms thy breathings to me " — 

That was fancy perhaps, or a neighboring cow. 
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The Love Philter. 15 

Her task was completed, there only remained 

Opportunity fitting for testing its power ; 
Once taken, love's victory was certainly gained, 

And Evangeline waited impatient that hour. 
But alas ! in the window that Philter was placed, 

By a simple domestic who knew not its worth, 
Twas espied by a boy, who annexed it and raced 

Far away with his prize with a demon-like mirth. 



The hour had arrived, with a tremulous hand. 
Poor Evangeline took down the potion with care ; 

The frightened domestic had skilfully planned 
A little illusion — the " phial " was still there. 

Oh ! would that the terrible truth she had told, 
Nor sought from her mistress to cover her sin ; 

The substitute bottle in letters of gold 

Bore a Latin inscription — its odour was gin. 



A delicate note, which was written, no doubt. 

On that sweetest of paper, all ladies possess, 
Set forth — "The enclosed's a specific for gout. 

To be taken at once. Yours, Evangeline S." 
For a lady far-famed for her curative craft, 

Twas a delicate thought ; and as Spraggs couldn't see 
She was drawing on love, why, he honoured the drafts 

For his nose told him this was no herbalist's tea. 
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1 6 The Love (Philter. 

Spraggs sat in the arbor with battle in hand, 

And a dreamy look over his countenance came. 
" He's taken the philter, and love can't withstand," 

CMed Evangeline, hearing him breathing her name. 
She waited a moment, as fearing some trick 

Of her fancy. But no, it was surely her name. 
"(Hie) 'Vangeline Stubbs is a jolly old brick ;" 

And her smouldering passion now burst into flame. 



" I am here, dearest Jonathan," wildly she cried, 

" Your Evangeline loves you 'mid sorrow and strife ; 
Together on pinions of love we will glide 

Thro* the bright golden dawn of our newly found life.'* 
Then the old boy rose up with a dignified air, 

And, stalking off grandly, he waved an adieu ; 
Cried Eve, " Only stay, and life's burden I'll share ;" 

But an echo came back " (Hie) I'm d if you do!" 



Her dreaming was ended, and learning the truth. 

Poor Evangeline wanders by night and by day 
In search of that ignorant pitiless youth 

Who took — in her triumph — that philter away. 
Oh ! readers, beware, in your rovings abroad. 

Of all gaunt-looking females whose forms you may view; 
For Evangeline's living, and yet, by the Lord, 

May try the effects of a philter on you. 
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Ode to the " DeviV.' 



M VAUNT thee! imp of ebon hue, 
®^ Nor add to his vexation 
Who cannot furnish copy due 

For lack of inspiration ; 
Seek not to flog the willing steed, 

He is not slow or idle. 
And Pegasus takes little heed 

Of either spur or bridle. 



His rider, poor unlucky wight, 

Has urged him fast and faster, 
And coaxed him vdnly through the night 

To find the steed his master; 
No dizzy height had he to scale, 

Nor dark nor dismal byway, 
But simply skirt the smiling vale 

Or tread the level highway. 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



1 8 Ode to the "O evil'' 

Where flow'ry meads perfumed the mom 

With silken thread I drew him. 
With herbage sweet and golden com 

Tried vainly to subdue him. 
And yet, oh, imp of dusky mien, 

Wouldst thou presume to chide him? 
Then I will quit the classic scene — 

Here, take the beast and ride him ! 



The "devil" sidled to the door 

As fast as he could toddle, 
And murmured as he crossed the floor, 

"'E's oflf 'is blooming noddle." 
And to his friends as I go by 

(He doesn't think I know it) 
He whispers now, with meaning sly, 

"That there's the 'orsey poet." 
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The Catastrophe. 



CAT from her ancestral tiles, 
Oft viewed the stars at fading day, 
And fixed her gaze where softly smiles 
The feline's heaven — the milky way. 



And oft from this lone height she mused 
On all the hoUowness of life, 

And oft her furry friends reftised 
To join in midnight brawl and strife. 



She never told her love till eve 

Had spread its mantle o'er the earth; 

All day in silence would she grieve. 
All night to songs of love give birth. 
19 
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The playful bootjack always missed 
Her form, when hurled into the night, 

The vagrant soapdish past her hissed, 
Fell short the hairbrush in its flight. 



Exhausted roan in light attire 
Oft cursed her froro his window-sill. 

She only climbed a little higher 
And pitched her voice mcMre loudly still. 



When mom with rosy fingers threw 
Night's sable curtains wide apart. 

And earth awoke and sdtly drew 
The welcome daylight to her heart. 



That cat would wander from her perch 
And woo the milkman's heavy feet, 

Or else within the larder search 
For dainties that a cat might eat. 



Thus passed her life from day to day 
In sweet contentment to its close. 

As lightsome as the ocean's spray, 
As fleeting as the wind that blows. 
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The Catastrophe. 21 

Yet death to all must soon or late 
Come with his pestilential breath, 

And cats — tho' nine-lived — still to fate 
Must yield at length, and sleep in death. 



I found her once at break of day 
Upon the lawn stretched stiff and stark, 

Old boots and brushes round her lay — 
My neighbor must have hit his mark. 
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The Schoolboy s Revenge. 



fHE wind was cold, and the night was drear. 
The night was drear with a mystic dread, 
The bats flew by with a shriek of fear, 

The housedog howled in his lonely bed; 
And the watchman leaving his wonted round 
Had lost himself in a sleep profound. 

The wind swept on with a mournful wail, 
A mournful wail that was fraught with woet 

The moon drew round her a cloudy veil. 
And hid her face from the world below, 

While the stars shone forth with a sickly light, 

Nor twinkled once thro' the lonesome night 

The lamplight flickered adown the street, 
Adown the street that was cold and lone. 

Which echoed not to the sound of feet. 
But threw back only the storm wind's moan. 

E'en the vagrant cat had relinquished song, 

And his ladylove had been sleeping long. 
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But hark! a sound on the fitful breeze, 
The fitful breeze that is moaning low, 

A distant murmur like countless bees, 
A fEir-off hum like a fountain's flow. 

A form approaches with footsteps gay 

And merrily carols a joyous lay. 

But, lo ! behind him a little brat, 

A little brat with a cruel eye, 
Comes creeping on like a tiger cat 

(A villain he of the deepest dye), 
And remarks, caressing his body sore, 
«*YouVe tanned my hide and 111 have your gore." 

A pistol shot, and a cry of pain, 

A cry of pain and a heavy thud, 
The usher lies by his pupil slain. 

And welters there in his own ber-lud; 
And the night-wind sighs like a wounded sprite. 
Then shrieks aloud at the ghastly sight. 

The years roll by; it's a way they've got, 
A way they've got in this weary world ; 

But canes no more in the schools, I wot. 
Are high in air by the masters whirled. 

And the pupils talk in a whisper low 

Of the usher murdered so long ago. 
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}E stood 'neath her window-siU singing, 
Nor knew that the bull pup was loose ; 
While the love-laden moments were winging 
He stood 'neath her window-sill singing, 
And she listened gladly, young goose. 
When the flowers their incense were bringing 
He stood 'neath her window-sill singing, 
Nor knew that the bull pup was loose. 

His music was lightsome and tripping, 

He knew not her dad had a gun; 
Though the breezes his fingers were nipping 
His music was lightsome and tripping, 

She thought it was exquisite fun. 
Twere better the youth had been skipping. 
His music was lightsome and tripping. 
He knew not her dad had a gun. 
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Triolets. 25 

He fled from that scene in a hurry, 

Dog-bitten and filled up with lead; 
While the maiden stood still in a flurry 
He fled from that scene in a hurry 

And straight down the roadway he sped; 
When the dog ceased his garments to worry 
He fled from that scene in a hurry, 
Dog-bitten and filled up with lead. 
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Chinaman s Gully. 

(a railway idyll.) 

CAR on a railway, the scene is — 
Three passengers playing at "Nap,** 
A Chinaman, modest and dean, is 

Asleep with his hands in his lap; 

Ah Luck, from his bundle I glean, is 

The name of this somnolent du^. 



Now "Nap" with three players is killing, 
And murmuring "This is too thin," 

Said one, " If you fellows are willing 
The Chinkie we'll ask to chip in. 

Here, John, ante up with a shilling, 
Our money you're certain to win." 
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Ah Luck| though apparently dozing, 
Was watching the game all the while; 

Twas useless to think of reposing 
In front of that glittering pile ; 

And softly one eyelid unclosing, 
He sat looking on with a smile. 

His smile — ^to attempt to put that in 

A poem's like breaking a flint, 
Or trying in Hebrew or Latin 

One's wants to a Zulu to hint, 
Or writing one's verses on satin 

When doomed to existence in print. 

^*Now, Chinkie, come chip in your money. 
And dig in this gold-bllring daim f 

But still, with a face bright and sunny, 
Ah Luck, as he answered his name, 

Replied with a voice sweet as honey, 
''No go, me no savee that glame." 

'*No savee? you blessed old heathen. 
Excuses like that will not stand; 

Here stay for a minute, watch me, then 
Risk * threes' just to see where 111 land." 

'<0h KH! alia samee get *thlee' then? 
All lightee, me takee a hand." 
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How few do we meet who can bravely 
Temptations of this kind resist; 

From youth to old age we are gravely 
Discussing loo^ poker, or whist 

And the pocMr little pigeon brings naively 
To hawk-mills his hardly-earned grist 

The play at the outset was tardy, 

The players ostensibly cool, 
Till one of them somewhat more hardy, 

Cried, " Now, boys, here goes for the pool" 
<*0h Kli! alia samee four cardee,'' 

Was heard from the Chinaman's stooL 

"Bad luck to the man who was dealing; 

Ace, king, boys, with queen, jack, and eight," 
Said he who'd proposed, with some feeling, 

And ruefully scratched at his pate ; 
Ah Luck cast his eyes to the ceiUng 

And grieved for the other one's fate. 

" All right, deal 'em up again, sonny ;" 
Each heart now on winning isjset. 

Until — "Boys, just hand me the money," 
Said one, "for I've *Nap' here, you bet" 

"Oh Kli!" cried Ah Luck; "welly funny— 
Dealee me sixee cardee — no get." 
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Far down in a gully one morning 

An inquest was held, to decide 
Why danger a Chinaman scorning 

Had slid down the hill's rugged side. 
This verdict his headstone adeeming : 

"By Providence' hand 'twas he died." 

Three forms, with three dark doaks around them, 

The lore of the villagers saith, 
One night went, as though an oath bound them, 

And altered those words in a breath; 
And thus 'twas they afterwards found them ; 

Ifis mn ''hand'' 'twas haskued JUs deaf A.*" 
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^ UDE and ruddy is Sol's ripe face, 

^ Fierce and frowning his steadfast glare, 

Till in fancy we seem to trace 

Flames that flash from his blood-red hair. 

Skies at morning his torches bear, 

Skies at evening proclaim his sway; 
We, his victims, can only swear, 

Fried and frizzled from day to day* 

Dreams of waters that interlace 
Cool and pleasant in fountains fair; 

Waves that wanton in fond embrace ; 
Winds that blow in the Ice King's lair: 
These be visions that bring despair. 
These be phantoms that strike and slay 

Those who live in a fire-fanned air 
Fried and frizzled from day to day. 
30 
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Mirth and music are out of place, 
Food delusion, and sleep a snare, 

Thirst tho' running a rapid race 
Fails to win 'neath the Sun-god's stare. 
Brains are fevered tho' polls be bare, 
Thoughts are slaughtered, and senses stray ; 

Minds are murky and reason rare, 
Fried and frizzled from day to day. 

ENVOY. 

Rhymster brothers, in regions where 
Suns don't flourish, nor heat waves play, 

This is a sample of what men dare 
When fried and frizzled from day to day. 
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Playing the Goat. 

(a northern territory yarn.) 

;H£RE the coastline woos tlie tropics, 
And the fierce mosquito sings; 
Where for lack of other topics 
Man recurs to whisky-dii^; 
Where the summer's golden glory 

Forms old nature's only coat, 
There's a legend old and hoary 
Wreathed about an ancient goat 

"Billy'* was his patronymic; 

Blue his blood, and wide his fame, 
From the east, where oceans mimic 

Heaven's azure arch, he came. 
Like some vintage, old and fruity. 

Warranted to brace one's nerve. 
He was potent, and on duty 

Ruled the B. A. T. reserve. 



^^ 
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His a nature light and airy, 

Mild as milk — twixt me and you. 
He'd have shone within a dairy, 

As a champion butter too. 
While he viewed with silent pity, 

And a drooping of the lips, 
Men who shunning town or city 

Lived life's little day in ships. 



Comes a doctor from a vessel, 

Comes a captain and his crew, 
And with piquant liquids wrestle 

Tin the atmosphere is blue. 
«* Billy" from his cosy stable 

Storms the foe with angry mien, 
Till in refpge on the table 

All the mariners are seen. 



Blows the whistle's warning token, 

" Sailing, do not long delay." 
Silence now by prayer is broken 

"Come and take this brute away." 
Yet a stem, relentless jailer, 

"Billy" walks his stately round, 
And no craven hearted sailor 

Dares adventure to the ground. 
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Darts the doctor from his cover, 

Bottles tucked beneath his arm, 
Flying like a timid plover 

From a distant, vague alarm. 
*<Billy'' meets him on the landing, 

Doctor makes a fatal slip — 
And he takes his tiffin standing 

For the balance of the trip. 

Sing the conquest of the hero, 

Victor of a noble fight, 
British pluck was down to zero, 

British 1^ were apt in flight 
Bards of greater fiune may scorn us» 

We who echo "BiU/s" praise, 
Shouting "Vivat Capricomus," 

Crown his monument with bays. 
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Rondeau a la Continental. 



^N gardens fkir, where twinkling iires outshine^ 
^ Like fairy torches gleaming into line, 
Night's cool caress day's ardent wooing quells. 
And music's voice in haunting paeans swells 

With melody half-human, half -divine. 

From terraced heights where blossomed leaves 

entwine, 
To pleasant lawns that at their feet recline, 
Her golden tongue its joyous story tells 

In gardens fair. 

Tells of the march, the bivouac, the shrine, 
The Danube blue, the Lorely-haunted Rhine, 
* Of forests drear, of laughter-ringing dells, 
Of sunlit isles where errant fancy dwells ; 
The present linking with the auld lang syne. 

In gardens fair. 
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To Chevalier De Kontski. 



^CARCELY less fair than morning's rosy light» 
^ Scarcelj less sweet than songs its heralds sing. 
The glowing hues that mark th' impending night» 

The melting notes of birds on drowsy wing. 
And Thou, for whom Time stays his busy scythe. 

Held by the magic of thy music's spell, 
Art still in heart as innocent and blithe 

As in &ose days when youth became thee welL 
The golden past is thine, and we who live 

In this new world beneath the Southern Cross, 
Pray that the years, the future hath to give. 

May haven thee where seas nor tempests toss. 
Here in our hearts thy memory shalt dwell 

Enshrined in melody ; and so, farewell. 
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^ING Ha ! for the tale of a wonderful horse, 
Sing Ho ! for the dealers who shun him» 
Sing Hi! for the raffle — a lucky resource — 
Sing Lo ! for the Joker who won him. 

A horse in a stable stood munching his com. 

His appetite sure was no trifle; 
From daylight to sunset, from darkness to mom, 

He leant on a paralysed stifle. 
He wasn't an Arab, nor was he a Barb, 

His sire was no rover from Flanders, 
Not aristocratic at all was his garb — 

His principal feature, the glanders. 

His framework was gothic, his structure unique, 
His eye had a languid expression, 

And less like a horse than a natural freak, 
His tail was a lasting aggression. 

37 
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His frequent devotions were shown by his knees, 
Bis life fiiU of jarrings and wrangles 

Hady robbing him sleeping or waking of eas^ 
Developed a proneness to strangles. 

For riding unfitted, for driving no use^ 

He passed all his time at the manger; 
A gift to a friend, he^d but stir up abuse, 

Twere fatal to sell to a stranger. 
So tho' he was certainly foreign to wheels. 

And equally strange to the snaffle^ 
His owner, despite most heartrending appeals. 

Disposed of the beast in a raffle. 

Once won, and his new owner's trouUes b^m, 

His poll soon becoming with fright bare; 
The fodder that vanished was fearful to scan, 

The horse was a rq;ular nightmare. 
The ostler who fed him refrised him for nix. 

The Tj^ now knows something about it 
It's rumored he realised seven-and-siz ; 

But truly there's reason to doubt it 

Sing Ha ! for the narrative ended at last. 

Sing Ho 1 for this quadruped frolic. 
Sing Hi i for the Tjoo where they've broken their fast, 

Sii% Lo ! indigestion and colic. 
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The Political Kangaroo. 

(tou> by a "hatter.") 

fES, I met him fiist in a back-block scrub, 
In the year of nin^-two ; 
He was nice and clean, for he'd had his tub, 

Had this highborn Kangaroo* 
And he bowed his head with a noUe air, 

As marsupials always do, 
So I raised my hat, as was only fair. 
To this Old-man Kangaroo. 

He was white with age (which is rather rare), 

But his head was lifted high. 
And he looked so wise as he "stuck up " there 

With a calm and knowing eye. 
That I up and spoke as a hatter should 

(Tis a friendly thing to do), 
And so 'dp me Bob, but he understood, 

Did that Old-man Kangaroo. 
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Was I summat scared ? Well, you bet your boots. 

When I heard that old man talk, 
Why my hair stood up like a mallee's shoots, 

And I guessed I'd take a walk. 
But it wam't no use, for that old man said 

That he guessed he'd take one too, 
And he gave a skip, and the way he led, 

Did that Old-man Kangaroa 



Well, I ain't so young as I used to be, [: 

And he'd got me on the hop; 
So I ses, '* Old man, if you're wanting me, 

Well, I guess you'd better stop. 
And if things is changed now that laming's free, 

And you wants to parley-voo— 
(Which is French for "talk")— weU, he se8,*'We, we," 

Did that Old-man Kangaroo. 



Then he ses, " Oh, Man," which was sunmiat queer, 

And an omen seemed to me. 
" Be these rumors true that I sometimes hear ? " 

Which I ses, "What may they be?" 
Then he makes reply, " Oh, I've heard of tricks 

In a Parliamentary zoo, 
Where they play at a game called politics," 

Ses the Old-man Kangaroa 
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Then he took a chaw of terbacca leaf, 

Which of course his pouch contains, 
And he ses, "This game is esteemed the chief 

Of plays for the men of brains. 
For they say themselves they will have no louts 

(I've heard that they sometimes do) 
To discuss this game <^ the 'ins and outs,'" 

Ses the Old-man Kangaroo. 



Which I tried to q;>eak, but he shakes his paw 

And he brings me to the scratch. 
And ses wiA a chuckle, '' I've got the floor " 

(Quite a Parlomentary "catch''). 
*<And this little fiction the rumor bore^ 

They're paid in this playhouse, too. 
That the 'outs' get some, but the *ins' get mote,' 

Ses the Old-man Kangaroo. 



" Then, I've heard," ses he, as he threw his plug 

At a dingo passing by, 
" That this Hmise has rooms that are nice and snug. 
Where the moments quickly fly; 
Where the players quietly sit and think 

Of the things they ought to do, 
And the spirits rise as the spirits sink," 
Ses that Old-man Kangaroo. 
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Well, seeing I've lived in the backwoods now 

For nigh on twenty year, 
I was scarcely up in the yam somehow, 

But the old man's words seemed queer ; 
So I kinder sat on the back-seat row 

And added up two and two, 
•* For they're fearful chaps in the House, you know,*^ 

Ses the Old-man Kangaroo. 



Then he ses, '' as lawyers was ruling all,** 

(Noi that was the wombat's tale.) 
But I know the language he used was tall, 

For I felt my cheeks grow pale; 
And he babbled on about burning lakes. 

As he looked me through and through, 
Till he made me fancy I'd got the **shakeS|" 

Did that Old-man Kangaroa 



Now, I ses, ses I, if these things is true 

What that Kangarooster tells, 
I had best be packing and interview 

Some one of they city swells. 
So I humped my bluey and caught the mail, 

And I arsks yer, '*Is it troo?" 
Cos to write an answer I mustn't £eu1 

To that Old-man Kangaroo. 
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Fowl Sport. 



tOUR sportsmen to Houghton went searching for 
hares — 
Of course they were amply provided 
With bullets and powder; 
No laughter rang louder 
Than theirs, as their horses they guided. 
They knew of a spot where the rabbits ran wild ; 
The prospect was certainly thrillingi 
For hares from their slumbers 
Arose in such ntmibers 
One couldn't let fly without killing. 



They drove for some hours till they (Sune to the spot; 
They first had a hillside to scramble. 
The task wasn^ easy. 
But lightsome and breezy, 
They strode over fences and bramble. 

43 
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Yet q[>ite their exertions no game could they see. 
A shot! — there was nothing to prompt it, 

Their eyes roamed in wonder, 

But met with no plunder, 
Not even a sparrow or tom-tit 

Then three of the party returned as they came. 
Their guns at their sides sadly drooping. 

When cackling and crowing, 

With feathers all blowing. 
Some fowls from a farmyard came trooping. 
The only things living for acres aroimd; 
The blood (tf the sportsmen ran hotter. 

A bang! and a pullet. 

Who'd swallowed a iHillet, 
Lay cold as the day of a potter. 

Alas and alack! soon the owner appeared, 
It took a good tip to appease him; 

But ofifered a shilling 

A shot, he was willing, 
The ''sports" of his poultry should ease him. 
So the Johnnies who'd come after rabbits and hares,. 
Went blazing away like the Dickens, 

And queerest of weathers 

Came raining down feathers. 
And closed in a deluge of chickens. 
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The daughter all OYer, the sportmen returned. 
With tales Ananias had chidden. 
Of hares it were folly, 
To shoot in a volley: 
Of fields that by rabbits were hidden. 
Their friends and rdations with wonder were dumb; 
The bag had they managed to grab it — 
O dreadful exposure, 
Had made the disclosure, 
Ikoehifiwls and an elderly rabbit 
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fHE Old Yeafs dying, ftiU of cares, 
And we who watch his fleeting breath 
Are waiting with the robes of death, 
All eager for the crown he wears. 

The crown of Hope tfiat dione o'er earth, 
Till, dazded by its rq;al might, 
We woke the echoes of the night 

To hail the hour that gave it birth. 

Then, mirth and gladness holding sway, 
Thrust forth night's mournful, tuneless wait8« 
And turning to the eastern gates 

Unlocked the glories of the day. 

Mom's rosy fingers touched the strings 
That set her wondrous music free, 
And soon was heard o'er land and sea 

The rustling of a myriad wings. 
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As from its socuce the river flows, 

As mist before the sephyr flies. 

Those golden notes swept through the Aiet 
In p«ms tin the world arose. 

Arose to welcome at its gates 
The promise of a glad New Year, 
And left the past, all sad and drear. 

Unto the mercy of die Fates. 



Time's heavy wheel revolves once more, 
The year is speeding to its dose ; 
And what it brought of joys or woes 

lie buried on the further shore. 



To mourn its passing, folly were. 
The future with new promise glows; 
Its vefl uplifted shall disclose 

A prospect roseate and fiur. 



Again a radiant stranger stands 
Upon his vessel's golden prow, 
Hope's diadem upon his brow. 

And Plenty in his outstretched hands. 
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JESOLATE, weary, and sad, 
Friendless, uncared for, alone, 
She, the last friend that I had, 

Now from my hearthstone has flown. 
Flown — ah ! what anguish is mine. 

Where can I turn for relief? 
Must I forever repine, 
Buried alone with my grief. 



Here where the bright embers glow, 

Here was her favorite seat; 
Pleasure to her 'twas to know 

She might recline at my feet, 
Turning her soft, limpid gaze 

Lovingly up to my own — 
Love like hers seldom betrays. 

Why has my darling one flown? 
48 
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Ah ! how her memory still 

Clings round this old-fashioned room ; 
There in the broad window-sill — 

Wrapped at this moment in gloom — 
Often for hours we've reclined, 

Dusk merging slowly in night — 
Why was my own one unkind? 

Why did my darling take flight? 



Tell me» oh 1 stars, in your flight, 

Silently watching above, 
If thro' this long weary night 

Ought ye have seen of my love? 
Whisper, oh I breezes that go 

Swift to yon silvery sea, 
Whisper the tale of my woe — 

Send back my lost one to me. 



No— e'en the stars in the sky 

Twinkle in evident glee; 
No — ^for the breezes still fly, 

Bearing no message from me. 
Friendship — a name but to spurn. 

Love — bah ! a mythical brat ; 
Gone, never more to return — 

Gone is my tortdseshell cat. 
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FOUND you on the sandy beach 
(The golden beach some poets call ttr 
Imagination's highest reach 
With me is " sandy," so I scrawl it) ; 
''Lifeless but beautiful you lay" 
(Quotations from another poet), 
And I'd been thirsty all the day 
(A habit, say my friends who know it). 



Yes, I'd been parching all the day, 

The demon thirst I could not throttle ; 
So when I found you in my way 

I searched for your companion bottle. 
I thought some party might have left 

A diare of their supplies behind them, 
And raked the sand with fingers deft 

With this result— I didn't find them. 
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But you, I held you, nothing loth. 

Within my hand, and mused like Hamlet» 
And swore a modest little oath — 

So small it might be tenned a damn-let. 
'Oh, cork," said I, what luck is yours ! 

Perchance for years it's been your duty 
To filter thro* your open pores 

Some sparkling vintage, old and fruity. 



^*0r spirits— whisky, brandy, rum 

(I'd places change with you instanter); 
With envy you must render dumb 

The stopper in a glass decanter. 
To think of 'Caesar turned to clay' 

Is mighty rough on that old chappie. 
But for my part, if I'd my way, 

I'd turn ttr corks and be quite happy. 



^•Why, it would be supremest bliss 

To rest above plebeian porter; 
But here's your brand — hey ! what is this ? 

You fraud, you're labelled sodawater ! 
Great Scott ! to thmk I wished just now 

To change with you my present billet ! 
No bottle will I c<Mrk, I vow. 

Unless I first myself shall fill it" 
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^ELL you see it ain't much of a story leastway t 
as I tell it to you, 
Tho' maybe if 'twere told by a poet, who raked in the 

skies they was blue, 
And the sun's golden light was ashinin', and heaps of 

odd phrases like that, 
It might sorter add grace to the story, and keep it 
from fallin' too flat. 

But, Lord bless you, Sir, I ain't a poet, if s given me 

trouble enuf 
For to grind out a livelihood honest without writin 

any such stuff; 
And they do say a man as writes verses is allers a bit 

off his head, 
So one mustn't be harsh, but. Lord help 'em, just pity 

the varmints instead. 
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Twas the time of the great yellow fever, that from the 

Victorian side, 
Had swept hare with a rush like the ocean, and carried 

away on its tide 
All the brightest and best of our youngsters, and if all 

the truth must be told, 
There were old men, and not a few wimen, attacked by 

this fever for gold. 



So the farmer he sold his broad acres, and started a 

fortune to find. 
And the farm-hand, with pockets most empty, was 

scarcely a moment behind ; 
And the servant he followed his master, and went for 

the gold with a zest. 
And so I — t well, I humped up my Uuey, and trudged 

along after the rest. 



'Twas a motley crew out on those diggings, as close 

packed as bees in a hive. 
While the bulk of the rogues in creation skulted 

there and seemed mostly to thrive ; 
And a man upon Providence leanin' would find in the 

hour of his need 
It as well just to mount a six-shooter, that Providence 

ends he might speed 
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Fd a mate that Td taken on startin', be came in a 

sorrowful pli^^t. 
Seems the girl he loved gave him the mitten, to my 

mind it sarved him just right, 
For tho' sometimes I may have been focdish, I never 

was mad enuf yet 
To go hangin' round after a woman tiU orders were 

issued to get 



But this girl sorter riz my mate's dander — he didn't 

say mudi to me then, 
But he worked right from daylight to evenin', and 

sank more than any two men. 
Yet when luck seemed to £sivor our toilin', he'd strike 

for the shanty below, 
And poetidly "drown all his sorrer," the prose is get 

drunk, you must know. 



Now I ain't what you call strict teetotal, but it fixed 

me up mor'n you'd think, 
Seein' Jim, just because of a woman, go straight to the 

devil thro' drink, 
Tho' I know'd 'twas no use interfering, and gammoned 

I didn't see nought. 
But I kept an eye over the rascals, as had the best 

part of the sport 



d by Google 



The (Digger's (Romance. 55 

Well, one night near our tent I was standing, prepar* 

to go down below, 
Where poor Jim was aplayin' at poker with blacklq;^ 

who gave him no show. 
When a slip of a fellow, I'd noticed some two or three 

days just before 
In a claim near to ours, came anigh me, and said as he 

held out his paw, 



'' Fm a goin' down there to the shanty, it's lonesome 

up here of a night ; 
If yer goin' maybe you'd like comp'ny." I up and I 

ans'erd" All right j 
But just hark to me, young milk-and-water, yer UoJk 

green and tender and young. 
And it strikes me you'd better fed lonesome than go 

where there's scoundrels unhung." 



But he gave me a look that was scornful, and said as 

he'd go on alone ; 
Which was far from my meaning intended, and so I 

just altered my tone, 
And we trudged down, when just at the comer, the 

figure of Jim could be seen, 
So I step'd on to meet him, and turning — the 

youngster had mizzled it clean. 
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Well, our pile it was rapidly mountin', the news of it 

soon got about, 
I expect it was Jim at the grog-shop as first let die 

scent of it out 
And I used to see shadows come prowling around 

when the evening was late, 
And you bet I just clutched my revolver, and went 

for those same shadows straight. 



For if one thing sticks more than another, it's losing 

one's honest eam'd gold ; 
Tis the root of all evil to love it, as parsons have 

frequently told, 
But a lifetime has taught me this lesson, though 

sinful that loving may be, 
Gold's the thing that all Christians or heathens part 

last with, as far as I see. 

So I slept with one eye sorter open, and t'other one 

wasn't shut tight. 
Until, after a day's heavy working, I diop't <tead 

asleep one dark night. 
When a noise as of footsteps awoke me, and startled, 

I made for the door, 
Here a blow met me fau: on the forehead, and 

senseless I curled on the floor. 
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Thare I lay like a log for some xainutes, tho' hours 

seemed to me to have past, 
For I mixed so with stars and with planets, I never 

thought anchor I'd cast ; 
But I raked up what senses were left me, and 

roused by a shooters sharp sound, 
With a queer sort of creepy sensation, I open'd my 

eyes and gazed round. 



And Lord love yer, Sir, what did I see there — ^Jim 

dead ? Well, not much, Sir, of that. 
But a kissin' and huggin' like thunder that youngster 

I thought such a flat. 
Who lay foint-like and white on Jim's shoulder, with 

smoking revolver in hand. 
And a bundle of rags in the comer — the cuss that 

he'd managed to land. 



Was Jim huggin' a man ? Well, it seemed so, but 

don't never judge. Sir, by looks. 
For there's things that in real life is stranger than 

some stuff wot's read of in books ; 
And that boy as I called milk-and-water, he wasn't 

no boy, Sir, at all. 
But the young gal as Jim was a struck on, the gal 

wot had caused him to fall. 
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Twas a fatal mistake he'd been makin*, the gal she 

just doated on Jim, 
And 'twas love with a vengeance with her, Sir, and 

so she had followed of him. 
And she watched all his moves like a kitten wot's 

got his first mouse 'twixt his paws, 
But now when she'd saved life and monqr, she 

lowed that she'd pleaded her cause. 



Why she didn't let on at the first, Sir, but tricked 

herself out as a man : 
Why she didn't go back on those rascals when hearing 

them work out their plan ; 
These is questions I leave to those wise uns as 

reads like a book woman's heart. 
But I tell you, as one who don't know 'em, I give 

it all up for my part. 
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,c^S there angfat in a high-sounding tide, 
^ Are names that are high-flown a myth, 
Do you think it of unport is vital 
If one is named Smith 7 

Can a fellow have visions of rising 
Above earth's dull colorless stones, 

If fortune his yearnings despising 
Has christened him Jones? 

Is it possible aught could compel you 
To say that successes should crown 

Any efforts of one who would tell you 
"My last name is Brown"? 

Or bethink you if you without merit, 
A sprig from the laurels of £une 

Just by reason of birth should inherit 
A time-honored name? 
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Don't you think that the fair page of life you 
Would smudge with most horrible blots, 

And repine at the start of its strife, you 
Had not been called PoUs? 

With your ancestors shedding effulgence 
On your mean and commonplace road. 

Would you claim all your neighbors' indulgence 
Or else like the toad 

Go and bury yourself where not one light 

Could enter your cavernous bed, 
And curse, at your leisure, the sunlight 

That shone overhead? 

There are some names, believe me, each letter 

Of which is a separate thrall. 
Whose possessors this day would be better 

With no name at all. 



d by Google 



mt. 



J^TARTS at morn, 
Friends in scores 
Near him jpawn, 
"Didt, what's yours?" 

Later still, 
New refirain, 
"Whafs your swill?" 
'*Same again." 



Overhead 

Shines die sun 
Mom has fled, 

"Well, here's fan." 

Luncheon bell— 
"What a bore! 

Must go. Well, 
Just one more." 
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Tiffen dcme, 
Nods awhile— 
**I>ick,have one?" 
" I should smfle." 

Good-bye nap^ 
Must go oat ; 
••Wdl, old chap^ 
Like to shoat" 

*<Race8,lad, 
Win or lose ; 
Humph ! that* s bad— » 
Have a booze." 

"No more? Here^ 
Just a sup ; 
Mary, dear» 
Fill 'em up." 

Dinner-^bt| 
•* Wen, goo' bye; 

Dicky you're tig^t, 
I'm all ri'." 

Tries to fix 
On his road. 
"HuUol Dick's 
Got his load." 
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Up the stairs— 

" Look out, please." 
He gets there — 

Hands and knees. 

Goes and sleeps 
'Neath the bed; 

Morning weeps, 
"What a head!'* 

To his fon, 
Ending sad ; 
"Touch of sun, 
Got 'em bad." 
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FHEN the gastronomic labors 
Of the table are complete, 
And at peace with all his neighbors 

Man adventures on his feet, 
Then an airy flight of fancy 
Sudi as poets only reach 
Casts a spell of necromancy 
O'er the after-dinner speech. 



Then the politician revels 

In his great ideal plan, 
Which the stony pathway levels 

For the brotherhood of man, 
Or relates in choicest diction 

How he'd heal the present breach, 
Which is but another fiction 

Of the after-dinner speech. 
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For, alas, how soon the glories 

Of these pleasantries decline, 
And how much prophetic stories 

Owe the juices of the vine ; 
Truth may flirt awhile with fable. 

Wine the darkest outlook bleach, 
But the morning turns the table 

On the after-dinner speech. 



When our l^slators sitting 

Through the evening drear and long 
Find their errant fancies flitting 

And their night's conclusions wrong- 
Well, they know the daily papers 

Their constituents will reach. 
And they mourn the novel capers 

Of the after-dinner speech. 
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as I entered the Bank I espied a bag 
On the steps in the doorway lying. 
At die oitrance I saw it lying, 
And I said to myself, "I will risk a 'mag,' 
If if 8 there much longer some ancient lag 
At its treasures will soon be prying, 
His luck hell be certainly trying." 
So I watdied to see if the bag would go, 
But the crowd passed heedlessly to and fro. 

But at length, with a glance to the right and left, 

And an anxious look behind him, 

And a startled glance bdiind him. 
Came an elderly man, and with fingers deft 
He opened the bag, as intent on theft, 

Then staggered — did conscience blind him? 

Of his crime did his soul remind him ? 
I knew not then, for he stayed no more. 
But he [daced the bag ii^ere it lay before* 
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Then a yaath— low-browed and of stunted growth, 
With his hair on his forehead plastered — 
Not neatly, but thickly plastered — 
Came sauntering up with a crimson oath, 
And went for the bag as tho' nothing loth 
That the Fates had his coarse wants mastered, 
For he said, ^'I was fairly ^castered'; 
But this blooming swag, why it does me brown." 
Then he looked inside, and the bag went down. 

A policeman next, on his usual beat, 

W&L an eye to the girls and duty — 

More oft to the girls than duty — 
With a measured tread came adown the street, 
rrwas odds that the bag would his glances meet. 

And I thought — *'0h, you precious beauty. 

Good-bye to all notions Mooty';" 
But he merely said, as the bag fell flat, 
<< Wen, folks will steal, but they won't steal that" 

From the Bank came a boy, and he whistled loud» 
With a sound that was truly thrilling. 
That went thro' my heart-strings thrilling. 

And he caught up the bag with an action proud,. 

And was lost to sight in the moving crowd. 
All the air with his music filling. 
And I laughed with a laughter killing. 

No wonder his bag was so safe and sound. 

He was taking the Weekly ♦ ♦ round. 
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[Spokm at a Social chren Iqr the Propriaton of Th9 Aimniam in tbo 
Adelaide Town Hall, October a8» iSgs*] 



fO-NIGHT, like schoolboys from our lessons free. 
With hearts aglow and £Eu:es full of glee, 
We bid you welcome to our revels here^ 
Where bonds of friendship draw each comrade near. 
Here sits the comp. — ^in astral form, I trow — 
(His other frame is in the oflSce nowX 
And there, beside him, his attendant gnome, 
Behold the "deviP from his inky home. 
Out yonder, having issued from his lair, 
The young reporter wriggles on his chair. 
And nearer, freed from journalistic woes, 
The '* Hansard " staff sit sweetly in repose. 
While in some comer he who would may see 
That mystic person known to fame as "we." 

68 
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A moment now your clemency I crave 
To bridge across Time's grim and yawning grave, 
And raise the curtain on that wilderness, 
A dreary woild that knows no daily press. 
Here Mother Eve, in solitary state, 
Denied the solace (^ a fashion plate, 
Awaits her lord — ^who somewhere out of reach 
Tries vainly to recall his maiden speech. 
Here rests the ark, by cunning labor wrought, 
Above the landscape with disaster fraught, 
Where on each hand is witnessed sore distress 
For want of weather forecasts in the press. 
The years roll on— the critic reigns supreme, 
The sound of music mingles with our dream. 
Young David weary strikes a jangling chord 
Awaking Saul who hitherto has snored. 
No slashing pen records that heinous sin, 
The critic notes it with a javelin. 
How would the modem pressman stand aghast 
If Pharaoh's host, unnoticed, drifted past. 
And deem the times all out of joint and crude 
That had no record, "Samson interviewed"? 
How would he treat, when centuries had rolled. 
The Alchemist's abortive search for gold. 
Expose the ancient wizard's choicest spell. 
And write the hermit's dreary home a "sell"? 
Sir Knight, who fought to win a better half. 
Would have a leader or a paragraph 
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Suggesting that the tourney's eager strife 
Was fit rehearsal for a married life, 
While all the pomp that ancient history knows 
Should live in verse or circulate in prose. 

No mote the past our fancy shall engage, 
Return we now to this enlightened age, 
Where beacon-like the Press uprears its head 
To show the way to those who would be led. 
The lightning zone that circles all the earth 
Flings wide the news that other lands give birth. 
Each morning tells of nations' smiles or tears 
While scandal comes in with the cup that cheers. 
Now Politicians eagerly confess, 
Unlike Zaccheus, fearful of the {ness, 
They climb no trees to 'scape the watchful eye 
Of scribes and other journalistic fry, 
And drive with scorn the wanton scoffer hence 
Who dares suggest they're ever on the fence. 
'Tis honest toil makes recreation sweet, 
And we who here in bonds of union meet 
Would &in advance the great Creator's plan 
That centres in the brotherhood of man. 
In Time's dark glass the sands of life may sink. 
To friendship's chain we'll add a golden link. 
And strew with ilow'rs life's long and rugged way. 
While mirth and music reassert their sway. 
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^HE WIS a dainty maiden, 
^ He was a handsome boy ; 
I, with my sorrow laden, 

Squirmed at their careless joy. 
Nature's Artistic finger 

Formed me in petty spite — 
More like a comic singer 

Than like a love-lorn wight 



Fancy a youth whose passion 

Burned with a holy flame, 
Yearning in words to fashion 

Thoughts that too quickly came. 
And when those thoughts were uttered, 

She — ^his sweet guiding star — 
Laughed in his face and muttered, 
^' Tommy, how droll you are.** 

7t 
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She was a dainty maiden, 

He was a handsome youth; 
If with my anguish laden, 

Failed to discern the truth. 
Failed I to e'en discover 

What all my friends set down- 
He was a &vored lover, 

Ii an amusing clown. 



Often the wild winds jerk us 

Where we've no wish to be; 
I was a social circus, 

Hers was no love for me. 
Whene'er my heart's wild beating 

Forced me to break the spell, 
Ever the same old greeting— 

Ever the joke would tell. 



Now that those days are over, 

Now that my heart is free, 
And thro' the world a rover, 

Love ne'er approaches me ; 
Now no soft glances quell me, 

Flushing my fevered brow; 
Those whom I loved once tell me 

I'm not so funny now. 
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[The Utett ttory of tbs Sea-Mrpent, with infinite detitl, comet from 
Aberdeen.] 



fH£ latest allusion to snakes, 
Alternately rising and sinking, 
The fatal conclusion awakes 

Another ship's crew has been drinking. 
And tho' we'd not be so unkind 

As hint that these sailors were lying, 
To swallow the statement they've signed 
To us is most certainly trying. 

Now mind. 
We only admit it is trying. 



We've seen folks who've "had 'em" before. 
And followed their wandering glances; 

We've settled their snakes by the score, 
And winked at their feeble romances. 

73 
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WeVe thrown our old clothes at the wall» 

Dislodging some visional rabbity 
And said, as we covered its fall, 

Such climbing was only a habit. 
That's all, 

Just simply a matter of habit. 

We've heard wiA no ghost of a smile 

One toper reciting a sonnet 
In tones you could hear for a mile 

(This latter was properly on it). 
Anodier in language sublime 

Has sketched out the plan of creation, 
Convinced he was there at the time 

Suggesting some grave alteration, 
Like Syme, 

He knew where to make alteration. 

And then when our patients would cry, 

" Great Scott ! now we're ready for slaughter,'' 
We would make some evasive reply 

And dose them with brandy and water. 
We've listened all night to their tales. 

Have now and then met with a rough one; 
The brightest of all of them pales 

Before this exceedingly tough one. 
It fails 

To rival this awfully tough one. 
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And so, we would hazard, you see, ' 

A guess that can hardly be risky — 
That that which arose from the sea, 

Arose, as a fact, from the whisky. 
That monsters may sometimes abound 

In water, we fully conceive it, 
But think theyll more often be found 

In water that's mixed with Glenlevit. 
Not drowned. 

But lively when mixed with Glenlevit. 
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i** If oittwe bad bf ca spooged off the Pol«r Bear.**— A<^Off mi a# 
AdttMide Mmetm.] 

^jyWAS mora in the Museum, and the damp was 
••^ rising fast, 

So they sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear, 
The pelican looked down his nose, the emu stood 
aghast 
While they sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear. 
The kangaroo within her pouch next cast an anxious 

eye, 
The damp had been before her, and her 'baccy wasn't 

dry. 
So she borrowed an umbrella and she hoisted it on 
high 
While they sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear. 

The lizards sitting on the rocks began to put on frills. 
As they sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear, 

The cormorants, like auditors, kept casting up their 
biUs 
While they sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear, 
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The seals in costly jackets cried "Well here's a pretty 

go, 
Our furs are getting sodden and have lost their pristine 

glow, 
They might be imitation, for they let our wardrobe go 
While they sponge the moisture off the Polar 

Bear." 

The monkey with a languid eye sat playing with hit 
tail, 
While they sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear» 
The Brahma cows kicked out behind, and turned a 
little /»i7 
As they sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear. 
The skeletons whose ivories die damp was eating 
through, 
Set up a dismal chorus of " Whatever riiall we do» 
They certainly neg^ us though our bones are good 
as new 
While they sponge the moisture off the Polar Bear.'^ 

And soon a mighty chorus from those animals arose, 
" Do not sponge the moisture off the Polar Bear, 
It is truth, tho' not grammatical, to say that we are 
* froze ' 
Yet you sponge the moisture off the Polar Bear." 
Still no response — to anger all the animals gave way. 
The swordfish drew his sabre, the curator drew his pay. 
Yet even in the middle of this very bloody fray 
They sponged the moisture off the Polar Bear. 
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[A German doctor bts ttartod the theoiy thit a craviac for drisk 
may be cored by eatinc applet at erefjr aaaL] 



aLL ye who own a chronic thirst, 
The which ye slake with beer or whisky, 
Give up your customary ''burst," 

Be not so bibulously frisky. 
Let those who will, their glasses dink, 

With alcohol if ye would grapple. 
Refuse the often-proffered drink 
And take an apple. 

When breakfast bells proclaim the mom, 

When noon with lunch is duly wedded. 
When dinner laughs the world to scorn 

Or supper with dispatch is bedded. 
When with each meal your fiendish foe 

Asserts himself, and grasps your thrapple. 
Then put an end to all your woe, 
And take an apple. 
78 
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When dainty Hebe filled the bowl 
And held on high the flowing measure, 

Twas very hard, upon my soul. 
To turn aside its rosy treasure. 

But now, oh ! ecstacy of bliss, 
Unheeded wine the goblet dapples, 

I answer softly, "Thank you, miss. 
Please pass the apples." 
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^t H ! all ye lovers of the play, 

^^ We've here a fiend with whom to grapple, 

The man who cannot quiet stay 

Without an orange or an apple ; 
The star-crossed lovers even fail, | 

llio'each with ardent warmth is suing, 
He pays no heed unto their tale 

Unless an orange he is chewing. 

When Desdemona, in the night, 

Is smothered by her jealous hubby 
He only takes another bite 

And smears his face with fingers grubby. ? 

Poor drowned Ophelia's hapless fate 

He really doesn't care to follow; 
He's in a truly blissful state. 

So long as he has aught to swallow. 

So 
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The fruit-boy's " Apples, lokits, pears," 

To him is music far more cheering 
Than that the air around him bears, 

Which, sooth to say, he's seldom hearing. 
Let actors struts orchestras play, 

His heart still keeps serenely beating; 
No passion o'er him wields its sway 

While he is eating ) eating i ! eating ! 1 ! 
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^The Sooth AottralUn Agricultural Burean, lome time lince, stated that 
in the district of Belair there was a cow which had developed the 
most alarming symptoms. An elaborate description was sent to 
the chief inspector, who stated that the disease was carcinoma or 
cancer. He suggested marvellous remedies, but happily for the 
eow ftirther investigations elicited the iaet that she had swallowed 
three or four screws, some of which had stuck in her jaw.] 



5ftN unfortunate cow from a cancer was ailing, 

®^ Or so the authorities said, 

The resources of science had proved unavailing 

To cope with that enemy dread. 
But the weeks glided on, and the bovine rebelling 

'Gainst science, and order, and law. 
Got better, and proved that the cause of the swelling 

Was nothing but screws in the jaw. 
82 
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Now it seems that a parallel case in this city 

Political speeches affordi 
For a similar form of disease, more's the pity, 

Each session is deeply deplored. 
Tis a physical weakness the members impelling, 

By some irresistible law, 
To talk, and the pages of "Hansard" are swelling — 

The "screws*' will account far the "jaw" 
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fHIS life to the Teuton's a musical joke ; 
The next, he imagines there's nothing to fear, 
For usage is such, he's accustomed to smoke, 
And Death has no terrors — ^he's fond of his bier. 
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"^PEECH is sSvem," said the andoit sages, 
^ And perchance their estimate was true. 
Smaller change has come down thro' the ages» 

Speeches, now, assume a copper hue. 
Floods of talk have broken down the prices, 

Rhetoric is common as the air: * 

Modem man's political devices 

Leave of speech a plentitude to q>are. 



Silence golden, rapidly advancing, 

Knows no limit to its value n6w, 
Scarcity its estimate enhancing, 

Silence can't be purchased anyhow. 
Empty vessels always sound the loudest, 

Speeches are no evidence of worth ; 
And to-day the world is still the proudest 

Of the silent workers of the earth. 
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[EHOLD a great injustice here, 
A double tax — I spurn it, 
Our mighty rulers tax my beer^ 

I tax my brains to earn it 
And when life ebbs and death is near, 

My spirit still is troubled. 
The undertaker tacks my dur, 
And so the duty's doubled. 
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I^LECTING a Speaker— why what incongruity ! 
^^ For such a position all surely are seekers. 
Of candidates there must be great superfluity 
In a House where the members are nothing but 
q>eakers. 
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jfitNLY a pup with a stumpy tail» 
^^ Lying asleep in the sun; 
Only a boy with a milking pail. 

Searching around for fon ; 
Only a string with a cruel knot. 
Only a boy with a gleeful plot. 
Only a pup that is very hot — 

Completion of chapter one. 

Only a string to a can attached 

('Tis an easy thing to do), 
Only a pup through the streets dispatched 

With the string and the milkpail, too. 
Only a boy going sadly forth, 
Only the "dad" of the pup in wrath, 
Only a sample of trousers cloth — 

Conclusion of chapter two. 

88 
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Only a boy in his tiny cot, 

Reclining upon his side; 
Only a wound that is burning hot. 

Only some inches wide; 
Only a dog with a cheerful grin, 
Only a pup with a "salvage" skin, 
Only some pants with the seat not in— 

The story is cut and dried. 
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